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BY JOSEPH KEATING.

~THE IRISH MEMBER.

A STORY OF JOSEPH CHAMBERLAIN

when the honorable member for! “Poor old people!

Ratbkeale, County Carlow, Treland, ieft|
he felt tired and

+1

the house that night pathy.

His voice expressed profound sym-

“gure—it can’t bhe true at all!” he

“Begor! if he is Biddy'll never speak
o me agin.”

Under pressure of this awfu! possi-
bility, Denis made haste to the war of-

Mr. Speaker here interfered moatl
definitively, and the house of commens |

tine,
Denis’ neighbors shook hands with |
him extravagantly. He was flushed |
with the great satisfaction he feit.
“That's firrst blood to me, annyway. |
Bhoys—if the Lord spares me the!
health I'll sind Tim O'Callaghan howme
to his mother in Rathkeale yet.” !
“Ye'll be having to make Chamber- |
lain sind that cable, Dinny.”” ° ,
“Begor—I will =o! I'd betther go!
chasing ycung Ludlow, or maybs the!
pcor, overworked bhoy will be forgit-|

e [}
doorknob, and accepted the lnvﬂaﬂm\.'mht so well that ye want to shoot | waiked into town wondering vaguely
He saw i green-shaded electric light|thim wan by wen because the inimy | where he could look for news.

once more dropped into its rut of rou- i'hln]ng mildly upon a litter of papers | didn’t do it? And if wan makes a poor |
! blue, white and vellow, and the tall. !fosl of himseif in a mad minute—must | went to the coclonial office.
all that he and his dead comradeﬂibud!ow. but Ludlow

grave statesman esitting at the half-[

way of the table. Mr. Chamberlain

looked pale and

of anv surprise at the intrusion gave' And phwat made him disobey
i - {Isn't it 2 notorious thing that the hand- |

 tul of the Seventeenth Wicklow Rang-
I must ask | ers that day turned a b'ating into a!pought them all—wondering In horrer

Denis a surprise.
“Well, Cavanagh?”’
“Before I say a ward, sir,

you to put no blame on that polishman .
‘ "o . aito save what was left of his

straight point at the shrinking uniform | COMp'ny and ordher thim off the field?

outside your doore.” Denis made

at the open door.+ “He dii all he ecould

to keep me out.  'Tisn't he's

tired. But the absence | tkere no charity due to their memory? | the night before.

to blame | And sure,

He went to the war office and he
He saw
would only tell
fought for and fell for de forgot? Is| him that an impertant cable had gone
hers?' When Denis came back iInto the
Strand he got news.

The evening papers were out. He
Didn't the little off'cer want
brave

viet'ry? if he would find Tim had been shot the
morning before,

His horror turned to a trembling
weakness when he feound among the
war news of the St. James a Reuter

And Tim wouldn't let thim go back? |
the off'cer himself must have |

nely. No notion of deing anything fop SIS = |flce for details. Breakfastless he had|ting.” ! T . { had no notion of hurting Tim whin he | oo, from an unstated source, giv-
!bodv going to bed came into his brain— prot i‘ and the dark passage '-Choediggglﬁzdercﬂ Denis galloped to his seat! And, as he put it, ‘ “made a bowlt fr;t;‘;lela!urbi\nngd y'ofu 1 T:,s,of,;?“mhf-‘;m;!put him in the guard room. Thin whin | jng the rumor that the court-martial
drowsy and heavy after the €'X§_“N_1_“;‘““ “‘“’ I""‘f‘_‘the message again: -’l'h“ th‘e :angvm_y. . for the doore.” harrumed I'd go away agin wimout;“m got 8 mere shmell av ‘h;‘;a"“"" ' had guashed the sentence upon the sol-
of ) n the house,” which| He read - g ¢ ane valuyabic time-saver he had! Tken as he ywould say, he went chas- 'say a worrd. Deon't discharge or dis- | —he was wake with all the ha figh “idier who had threatened to shoot an
his alert intelllgence had enlivened weaple from army headquarters, l}nm!led from its mysterious wrapping|ing round the lobbies looking for Mr. o "peo ™ man't put anny black mark:m‘: and the @ivilt tuk a-hold av him: | officer of the Wicklow Rangers.
But t as the honorable member| .. 7a} Africa, this merning to 0'Cal-|of red tape during the morning was|Chamberlain’s private secretary, |agin him. 'Tis I'm %' oftender all to.  and in the way of no harrm. he wint{ " gy the paper in his hand Denis
é¢or Rathkeale he might control the|. . Their poor son Tom court-|that, for some state reason or another,] He searched the corners of the par- ';:c‘her." . { waltzing ‘round shocting at the off Cer | went “chasing” young Ludlow for con-
d stiny of the British empire by in-| . »od and sentenced to death fnr‘lhv proper officlal target for his dring|liamentary workshop: failing there, he )lfr Chamberlain smilad at the “rn_:th_at put him in the g_\_!srd room for Stosation He falied 1o run. hi -Gown
it ases in the house of com-| .uny  Old people heartbroken. Save;Dractice was not the secretary of war,|went out to its afternoon playground. | -~ & of this {winning a great ‘battle, at the colonial office.
ol 1 Denis Cavanagh—"Din- iy .ir boy. BIDDY.” |as he had supposad, but the Right Hon. Immediately Denis stuck his head out "“\;;".ll Ca\"i.lia h. I'll forgive him f()!‘4 _"YOu plead as if the lfe of this Tim At 2 o’clock Denis was at the house,
;], ues cailed him—he coul “T 2 ‘T,W & Sl add ™ ht o le“ (:‘hamhbr‘ljain. the secretgry of thejof the tllmm doorway to the terrace and Jpp;\ing' the c:iunrgii" vu‘u'll close it.” ign(a:gt'g_han were a sacred cause, Cav- beni on asking another “question” He
rj'. ontrol destiny (\\z':: so fax _1-‘;. ;Y IZ‘,--. ]“). y ; '”"PI"I." 3‘f:'t1»ﬁnn a“'d udmim-fg?,;,‘meh An for this gentlemanr the gr.(.):me - x | Denis want te the door, winked mag-| «- Al : h sat groanirg among his colleagues on
arned his goln sed when he felt or s am t ; A . i wrable membe r B : > - I might guiss that. He'll iy away | N 3 e : Tis like me own flesh and blood he | °7 ! Bor holosh i S maanih S uined
o e e o U fha, Toviog wife who et ambrus . ™" ™ ° E P AT M . ol il et know st [Tiocaqy Bt he polisCan, Rt oy 1 me g eets halr’ cyn |IE for- the  colonial secrotary.  His
i it i siven the pment | herself “Biddy™ gave everythin { Denis, of co , He walked the other way. B 30 ] 2= S g o smile, half numorous, e P s i Sason= n.
puble f ':\”h‘\'“;" :"V”Jr;‘: -six | ‘,”'; ] bty L tx”dnnmm”}; iimptol:'t;:'gi']“ o 'h‘f’ (;‘“u‘r‘:n g il (.ppm“.!his surprise, “Young Ludlow” immedi- na;‘\ﬁ‘f:““"hat e%n 1 Go fer you. Cava- icab}‘. brighhtened PIS [FUPE- THow BX The | eyH )‘:ﬁ‘:qﬁ‘]" (r:u:r:u'uh;.q!:,:“r;«klx?a ':iih,::}.nt
trod L ity Sl - ance in his eyes, i e took it that| e . ‘ ; : oly left adi ’ 2d t : ; table at the answer: ] "9 ' o e
the “iittie war'” them going ..,,'1l.1”.]\it,_r(lv s re:ol_-m;‘t'qhicﬁ‘\(m ‘;gfz_phmé lite of the‘quflf:n;’ }_11‘115111 6\(1._“51911?:‘1.@!! upon that :(;(]’]Finieﬁ the ladies and hurrjed down “Ye can do Private O'Callaghan a| “Universally,” murmured Mr. Cham- |the house asked meandering questions
 some f""}h."""\?f‘". R \ngers— unfortunate Private Tim O'Callaghan|ince the homorabie xx*‘é-i,n‘b~=xl'!.1:2:“}){::‘;3 The private secretary, slender, fair |go0od turn, sir.” iberlaln. “this would be an ideal rela- Ot “_"‘)"-“j‘fsf“ U_""}{“‘“‘A “’1“"-‘- abas
SeVenioap L o Qussenach with of the Seventeenth Wicklow Rangers!peate tiohtened hi i o & and youthful, looked small with Denis| “T Will spare you five minutes, Cava- ' tionship between a member and his | Dvnlbr‘llrli‘.]f'd and waited in torture.
’-“,”“ dazzli * the ‘“i'\,‘"} white se-!even if he had to fight all the Jaws of dle of .-.7~..~.,-., eh !tl;ssrhl.)nt(;prm . 3!""', staring down at him; he really had less nagh, but no more. Frankly, my time,k constituents,” ‘ Mr. ( 'ullnh(-r!l;::' .‘ax‘ne; six:‘ll}. hf-o'n
'. r" ighting ‘“My‘r" 4:: successes, the|the British empire, all (he_regulationa;w,m, from bct{ind the ;peék;:;?y chz';;' than a man's years and more than a‘;rs.‘rgqrtgaf:ed t;’:h'e hilt." b ,! -: "T'ie no I_apghing matter, sir.” 2::}[1:::(1 I:\‘:\plh-]-gx i‘!:vv.;.lz;ul'n:;xls:.o ll;rq
v - ke ininstice thus|of the imperial army—ali its (-a\.alry.;q tall, grave, faultiessly Bretiad ~ man's brains. ! ‘.OQ poorr m's, too, sir. ! Indeed, it's no layghing maner.\-v. 74 3 1 b
rishanen. SEpoves * natives. The | guns, rifles and bayonets: and, WOrSe|gonage. wh i e TR PR “I was looking for you in the house,| *“But what can I do? The court-mar-. Cavanagh,” Mr. Chamberlain said very | feet.
{nfiicted upon the virtuous Ratives. 2 | “: B both houses of the imperiall age, o ambled as carelessly to Lis Cavanagh—" | tial sentence must be carried out,” Said:quk‘kly. “I never felt more sympathet- | Another honorable member had the
was a fine whip for -.:5.1}.,»":41‘. --Jn.--:-xil-w'v:’ t 10UReS Ig)r?_:.c_l‘al seat as i‘! there were never a| “Did ye sind that cable?” | Mr. Chamberlain. ic. So you knew Tim?" floor. but Denls broke in: .
gavernment.” It WE8 O were just| “Biddy wouldn'i send me such terﬂ-‘te‘,::.:te: '!_;h‘n hﬂ(ulughan under sen-! .p.i"an hour ago.” { “Sure, ye know very well, sir, that| “Know him, is it? Sure, didn't 1| “With great deference, Mr. Speaker,
ind Denis and his sus " I bie word as that withcut reason,” l‘zbr a'kio‘,':‘" hf’“d m,’ pocr old mother | *Thin that's the ra'son I couldn’t find | ¥'rself is just the man to carry it out— know red Tim Q’Callaghan before he  said he, "I would like to dra‘:\‘ the at-
the bovs 1 he work would have | Denis “Poor Tim! And how the divil | :;]. n:t ‘)9? g r"""; o | ye."” {and burry it dacintly.” | was born. And didn’t I know his poor | tintion of the right honorable gintle-
Denis’ s e eer bufld. But! am I going to save him?” ! tin o"t(; a : “'lre ;:7“ tall personage had|”ip,: 1 say, Cavanagh, you know—as | “You over-estimate my capacity, | ould mother and his father over in man, the secretary for the colonies, to
wrecked man night he Ba 1 feit ‘so! He knew Tim intimately, as “town- | to ‘M fwf'm " his place Denis leaped |y ¢4 you this morning—you are mak- | Cavanazh, if you think I can nullify | Rathkeaie. And if he's shot now, the la rumor in the public press—I hold the
- o 0 loan Wt ‘.nl the | ies” in Ireland alone know one an- | Hps,—p}'u' stod it s |ing an awful mess of a serious matter. | the punishment of a mutineer under|news of it will surely kill his ould | journal in me hand—stating ‘m}'- the
done up as to have %0 embankment | other. Wall he remembered. the red- | yr. & (/'"lk‘:.“-‘. with 31‘»-4'( deference, | vy war office people—" | such ecireumstances.”  mother. And the poor ould man, his coort-martial siniince upon ‘}ri'\‘n\‘n
parapst « g sl - g T £ e nd red tempered, too *bia’s | wh gpeaner, Lo UL & restlon—some- | " wp1e bhoy.” sald Denis graundly, put-| “Circumstances, is it? Sure, what | father, will be ruined in body and mind | O'Cailaghan of the Seventeenth Wick-
Sor & rest. He looked ke a giant ' hal ed an re L. : n'f nia decent uh;n. said he. out of order, but of de-‘“ng his hands on the slender shoulders, | circumstanzees? As far as I can dis- | foriver—" |fow Rangers has been rayscinded.
in vej Pl T gusend.” the cpe ,d"i T . the one|lnite and urgent importance-—to. the | «yd desthroy the organization of Julius | ~gver—and I've been all over the place| Mr. Chamberlain looked tn silence at Mr. Chamberlain rose, saying in &
H is 8o big that his frock coat|father, old O'Callnghan, &® ‘¢ | right honorable gentle:nan  whom he| gayser and all his great legions to save | |noking for the circumstances—" the green lamp shade. kindly tone:
rok ith most men, | hl:!“m'u. hig 1““‘;“‘:‘_ o Hormint . | NOW observed on the treasury front | this same poor Tim O’Callaghan! Ye “} heard of that, Cavanagh,™ inter-|- Denis felt his heart leaping within| ‘“T'here is no official confirmation—"
m of & .:1-‘.&-'- Tim was .11‘\.‘:.» x:‘ sm?wb rl':'u - ’ 'bc-r.chA T id!dn'l know Tim?’ Denis looked side- rupted Mr. Chamberlain emphatically. him as the great man pulled out his “But sure, is it true at all?’ camah
ing & His ! silk hat helbed to|moaned Denis. “And now, begor- Re€S| The right honorable gentleman indi-| ways and shook his head as if Mr.| +yes” admitted Denis: *I did arouse | wateh. | the desperate question.
make him k bigger. He had a large ruin’d _onurel_\: enis tl h :r-afod looked up with a smile, i Chamberlain’s private secretary b©ad|attintion. And what ad 1 find? Poor “Y spared you five minutes, Cava- The minister smiled, and after a
b b+ v fies iark look. and @ | ;\‘l‘ sleep f‘ﬂ.“"' Lo I?‘ nl‘f" ,‘at night. ! I desire, 'Mr. Speaker.” said he. “to]led a misspent life. "Lﬁ\'b‘ it to rqe. ™e  Tim, afther the hard fighting, got | nagh, and I find I have given you near- | slight pause, made answer:
" r as mild as a malden's; while{ Tha sun rose upon a « - pmg;am. ; ask the right honorable gintleman|deere man. Tl interview Mr. Cham-|gihrunk maybe and made a fool of him- |1y an hour. I wish yowd tell the door-| “As I say, no official information has
b o led ] full rich mu-| And w hen Denis rose, dripping rom | whether his attention has been called | berlain—" | selt about the camp—" :lfeeper to come to He.” come to hand. The procedure, I think,
o _ _ ,h“.. h:u}y he rose like ._\'vmune and.mslim the proceedings of the court-martial| “Do you mean that you are expecting “It was not in camp that he dis-| Denis went to the door and brought | would be to dismiss O'Callaghan from
Looking dow the dark running|trident from the sea—with three pmnt&lh@m on the 15th instant at the head- | to get the colonial Secretary to OVer- gheyed orders,” quietly put in Mr.!in the constable, who trembled as he | the army and send him home; and I
water, Denis thought with a sigh and a|to his one hope. l‘"}‘\- he “"Ul_f} lf’amzquartors of the army now operating|ride the whole military—" = | Chamberlain, pulling out a paper from | touched his hat. think the honorable member may re-
ile o he lttl A far away in|something about the matter. Second, | against the rebels in Central Africa,| “What eise is left to me?” {a bundle on his left. “The information| Mr. ChAmberlain looked at him and, | gard the rumor as being true in sub-
Rathkea N family were al-|he would use that know ledge to ask a|when a private soidier, named Timothy | Young Ludlow gasped. : | here is precise. O'Callaghan’s officer |in his habitually quiet tone, said: | stance.”
¥ys W K when he was|question in the house and force a post-|0'Callaghan of the Seventeenth Wick-| “He's up to his ears in it—he's away | gave an order, which was openly dis-| *“You were quite right in admitting| “Huroo!” roared Denis, and once
ng ! the “childer” ex-|ponement of the execution. Third, God|low Rangers was tried, and whether |—he can't possibly be here again before | obeyed. When they got into camp the |this gentleman. It shall be noted In|more he hame “a bowlt for the doore™
ng him back every day, bringing|was good and the divil not half bad: any information has reached the right|dinner.” ; : .. |officer was bound to report the insub- | the proper quarter. That's all.” to the telegraph office.
th } [rish marliament in his|and some way of escape for Tim O'Cal- | honorable gintlemman as to the matnre| “Well, thin, ye might say I'll wait till | grdination. But as O'Callaghan’s fight-| Myr. Chamberlain turned to Denis: ! But the house of commons messenger
oat-tail pock lachan he w‘-‘\um surely find. - of the charge against Private O'Cal-|afther dinner for um—eh?” : ing record was good, the punishment “Yery well, Cavanagh, I can only SaY | gtopped hin and handed him a tele-
When put his latchkey into th Only one h:ghv thing could ston h"{j laghan and the result of the triza?” | I declined to anything of the kind. | inflicted was slight—guard-room and|I will do my best. I can promise noth- | go...,
he felt as if he were letting him- | from saving his “misfortunate towney Denis sat down, and the right nener- | I'm not humbugging. 1 tell you it isn't‘pack-drm, Then, in his first hour of ing more. But you are well aware, | “Biddy ag'in'™ he roared, and pulled
i a dungeon. He found on the ~Tim might already have been shot. [able gentleman stood up. He read his|safe—turning the whole British empire | freedom, O'Callaghan—as you suggest-|Cavanagh, that you have made a| .. the message: )
table the brown envelope of a tei- The thought of this gave Denis |answer from an officiai paper in his|upside down over a rotten private sol- |ed—got drunk, and went looking for! point.” ; “No news. Have vau saved Tims
twist jhand, in a cool, matter-of-fact tone: | dier!” the officer with his gun. As a matter| “Sure, 'tis ¥'r own good heart, sir.| yet 7' ; BIDDY."
- p— —— — — = ======| “Private O’Cillaghan was tried by| “Ah, but. sure, an Irish soldier,”|of fact, he fired at the officer, but his|Can I get worrd in the morning, thin®" 1% s na me beauty!” said Denis. He
| court-martial, charged with mutiny in| Denis said, persuasively. condition interfered with his marks- “You may see !onng Ludlow. Gmd’irus)md to the (',,lpg,,wh office and
Py ;(ane of the enemy, and sentenced to be “] don't care. Do you know what|manship—unusually execellent, The | night, Cavanagh. | wrote:
shot.” you've done? That cable means tur-|court-martial found the crime punish- To Denis’ utter amazement, the ‘fe‘ti “Yes, bad Iuck to ye! Tim on thas
| He sat down and forgot about it all { moil in several camps, with dispatch |able with death.” man stood up and took his hand in Ri vay home. Tell all Rathkeale
{in an affable conversation with his!riders galloping all night very indig-| The quiet force with which these|most friendly grip. This act of good| ™"’ “DENTS.
left-hand colleague. nant and profane—through wild coun- |facts were stated compietely destroyed | will nearly brought tears to the eyes| waARS now. dlory Be to Gogt™ Lo
Denis rose with a fear upon him. His Denis' idea of debating the question. . L !
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Saves Morey

Twenty-three months ago
two brothers, who were also
neighbors and had homes alike,
painted their houses. One was
convinced that “New Era” was
the proper paint to use. The other was pre;-
udiced and insisted upon using ‘“hand
mixed” lead and oil. The same painter did
both jobs. Last week the lead and oil broth-
er gave us an order for “New Era” Paint.
His house necded painting again. The “New
Era” house is in first-class condition today.

How Do You
Know Good Paint
Products?

On every gallon can of “New Era” Paint is a fag con-
taining the makers’ guarantee of purity; aiso an “Acme
Quality” label. This Acme quality label is a mark of merit
th-t distinguishes the product of scientific methods system-
atically applied to paint roduction—a mark that stands for
highest quality—better raw materials—careful handiing—a
product that is right—without increased cost.

Whatever you may buy that goes on with a brush, the
“Acme Quality” mark is your guarantee of superior and re-
liable quality and unguestionable valae.

As representative “Acme Quality” products we
mention Varno Lac (for floors and furniture), Gran-
ite Floor Paint, Neal’s Carriage Paint, Colonial Floor
Wax, Neal’'s Enamels, Acme Quality Varnish, Etc.

A Wonderful Paint Book
FREE

If you have anything fo paint, or wish to

paint guestion, get a copy of “The Selection and Use ‘of
Paints and Finishes” and be guided by the experience of
practical men, who give you the benefit of work in

this. the greatest paint book ever printed.

it is invaluable to painter, housewife, property owner.
Tells exactly how to proceed to finish anything of wood
m&l,ddcnv—»siupkyhgtpnm‘tpm-
expensive to distribute indiscriminately, but & pe g0
will bring you a copy. Send for it today.
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| big voice quavared as he put his first
| “supplementary.”

‘“‘Has the sentence been carried out?”

Mr. Chamberlain whispered to the
fccll&ague on his left, who made signs
| to an invisible oracle behind the speak-
| er's ehair, The signs were interpreted
jand answered—scarcely without
| pause; and Mr. Chamberlain rose,
| “No official information has been re-
| ceived that the sentence has been car-
| ried out.”
! Denis breathed again, and rose with
his second supplementary: Was the
i right honorable gentleman aware of
{the precise nature of the charge of
mutiny?

Yes. O'Callaghan, while in action,
"had disobeyed orders and had induced
other Wicklow Rangers to follow his
bad example.

Were the others to be shot also?

No; only their ring-leader—0’'Calia~

How many had mutinied?

Perhaps a score.

This gave information to Denis; and
he rose to its value in an utterly unex-
pected way.

A score? Had the right honorable
gentleman been informed whether any
more than this one score of Wicklow
Rangers were left after the hard fight-
ing they had done that day? And was
their heroigm to be rewarded by =a
court-martial for a mere act of insub-

ordination?
Chamberlain had risen to

But Mr,
reply. :

“O’Callaghan had threatened to sheot
the officer who had given the order.”

Denis instantly rose. The speaker
rose at the same time, pulling his black
robe about him, to put a stop to these
endless “‘supplementaries.”

But the last reply had given Denis
a great opportunity.

“Is the right honorable gentleman
aware that the order given by the of-
ficer—the order which O'Caliaghan and
his comrades refused to obey—was an
order to retire, and run away from the

inimy?
surprigsed the

Nothing would have
honorable member from Rathkeale so
much as to find there was the slightest

this war, it would not be

find that such was the case.”
“That being so,” sald Denis,

diately assuming the whole

proved, “will the right

to
thing
honorable

tleman consider the advisability

gin-

i

i

:
|
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try at imminent danger to their mor-
’tal lives, merely to answer a question
|in the house Private
ghan!"

{  “Tell me, now,” said Denis, “isn’t it a
{ misfortunate thing that this same red-
! headed Private ©O’Callaghan should |
| ecome through all the campaign and all
| the hot fighting and thin to go and get
isintinceud to be shot?”

“Of course, he'll be shot! You can't
possibly help it. You may risk your
neck by invading his room about 10 to-
night. But I declare, openly, I should
be afraid even to hint to.himself of
your frightful intention.”

“He's a good lad,” Denis said, wist-
fully, following with half-closed eyes
the black-clothed youth as he dfsap-
peared among the white and red dresses
of the ladies at their strawberries and
cream. .

But,” then, the sight of the delicious
fruit changed his thoughts quizzically.
It brought Denis' own hunger back to
him with pain. He wondered if he
might dace take a meal? He could do
no more; he had postponed Private
O’Callaghan’'s funeral for a minute or
two; but the reprieve—

“If I don’t get a mouthful io ate this
blessed minute—at wance,” Denis said
quite loudly, interrupting his thoughts.
And he saw himself tucking his napkin
well under his chin in anticipation,
when a house of coinmons messenger
came to the terrace with a telegram for
him.

Penis tore it open, and groaned as he
read:

“No news of you in Freeman Parla-
mentary this morning.gave you saved
Tim? T - BIDDY.”

“Did ye fver hear the like of her?” he
wanied to knew, “A body’d think I
kept reprieves In me breast pocket like
some of these fellows heere keep
check books.”

Could he reply ves or no? He could
not: and he dared not send a half-and-
haif answer. Hzalf-way affairs would
never please an Irishwoman,

*“1'11 reply by not saying a word,” he
decided. But his anxiety for Tim deep-
ened and made his restlessness viclent,

He roamed from department to de-
partment seeking information and fili-
ing in the time in a most painful man-
ner.

He did not get to the house until 9:30,
when the electric lights gleamed in all
the lohbies. -

His colleagues were lookiug for him.
He took one of them into a quiet cor-
ner, and confided his intention. - His
colleague listened and looked scared.

“Well, the Lord protect ye, Denis—
annyway.”

“Amin!”’ said Denis; and from foree
of habit he made the sign of the crosa
on himself as he started off on his
perilous adventure,

He came at last to the danger spot—
with a vigilant constable on guard cut-
side the ominously closed door.

The policeman cast a wary eye upon
Denis as he came up. But ail the same,
he touched his hemlet respectfully to
“the honorable member.” 4

“Js Misther C inside,” said
Denis, casually, as it were, throwing a
side nod at the closed door.

“The constable grew g. in the elec-
tric light and caught his breath.

“He—is—in his room, sir.”

“Would ye tell him that Misther
Denis Cavanagh, member for Rath-
_keale, would like a word 2 him?”

- “]—dare, dare not, sir. O

orders—affairs—
“He'll kpow what T want to him
about. Sure, it'll be all right, me y

“Dare not ajlcw—sir—a
Much a= my place
from

about O'Calla-

conse-
worth,

But it did not destroy his natural hope-
tulnet?s. : -
“Ah, sir,” said he, *“Ye're"looking
only at the facts.”

“In heaven's name, Cavanagh, what
else can I look at?”

“Sure, ye know very well there's the
human side to ut. Ye niver knew
Tim? Sure, I knew Tim when he was
as big as the little green lamp that y*
have there before ye. And whin he
was only a bit of a red-hair'd little fox
of a bhey he'd play kyards with the
skiil of the devil. He wint into th'
arrmy, that was the poor bhoy’s mis-
fortunate idea maybe of getting some
wan to tread on the tail df his coat.
Sure there nevér was any harm in Tim
O’Cailaghan.”

“That may be so. But you know,
Cavanagh, you can’t alter the facts
and the actual circumstances.”

“Do they want altering, sir? If ye
look at the ‘circumstances,” as ye call
thim, sure, what will ye find? More to
pity than blame. Isn't Tim only cne
av about twinty left of all the hum-
dreds the Seventeenth Rangers were
when the fighting started? Didn't
they go into the fight over a thousand
strong, and didn’'t they come out of it
only twinty strong? It i= because they

e big Irishman. And he returned SRSt & By T T -
(t)trxemhandibake with the most fnrvent:D*mS- ,},h,\ SUNE: 10 h“:‘f a .freu;. I'm
iality. |as hnu,.,.} this 'n‘.nu'tf as a blsstul

cord | saint outside paradise!

“Begor, y've made a fighting frind of
Denis Cavanagh, sir. And I'll be de-
lighted to support any measure vy’ iver
bring in—unless,” he added in a hurry,
*“tis inimical to the welfare of Ire-
land!™

Mr. Chamberiain Jaughed heartily.
“Cavanagh, I hope,” said he, “you will
have a little of the feeling for me that
you have for Tim O’Callaghan' I shall
be glad of such eloguent advocacy.”

And the henorable member for Rath-|
keale and the right honorabie gentle-'
man, the secretary of the colonies, |
sworn poiitical enemies, departed sworn
personal friends, ]

But the uncertainty that still over-!
hung Tim O’'Callaghan’s fate—whether
he was alive or dead at that minute,
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and spofled his rest. Though he had»Who cares fOf YOUI‘ Eye57

not slept for forty-eight hours, nor it makes a difference, and a

broken his fast that day, he could not |~
bring himself to do either until he ~°°
surely knew what would be the titi- %
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That night he spent in an agony of |
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